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Arden P. O., Henderson Co.,

This State, Jan. 18, 1896.

DPE Elias Sundayed in town last

Tuesday.

Colonel Bill Cicero will take up the Tur¬

key Tail School again next month. His

vacation in January was due to the hellish

wort of our overzealous Grand Jury.
Why cause a scandal about a mule, any¬

how? # m

Some days ago I wrote to a neighboring
editor, who writes over the pseudonym of

Ollie K. Sox. and asked him if he would

not early in the glad new year publish a

biographical sketch of his life, in order
to show the rising generation how
it is for a chump to rise in literatu- ad
that there is no more trouble in .mg a

good living in literature than t" « is in
counting the colored vote iu South Caro¬
lina.

I did not think that would at once

respond, but the iast issue of his

paper contains v t I requested, arid is
really worth Sng. It has also done
a great deal ^ good. Among other things,
it has ouraged me to call in all the
auto* aphles I have ever written, and

'=¦ veral that have been written with-
my knowledge.

If this little sketch, copied verbatim, should

prevent any misguided member of the
Legislature or warn him just as he is
about to write a life of himself, so that
the space may be used for pure reading
matter instead, the object of this para¬
graph will have been attained.
Ollie K. Sox is an assumed name which

I have given him in order to spare his
family, in which direction I may say he
Is extremely well fixed.

Ajfter giving date of birth, etc., he goes
pn:
"Next I went to school to a governess,

and she was a Miss Spurling, who had a

mind so easy that the smallest child could
learn from her, and I was one of them
children who learn well and readily. The
next day I was sent on a call to New¬
ark, N. J., to Miss Brown to dine, and
then the next day to see the Brunswick
Hotel, in New York, and see the sleeping
beauty. I next took my music-box to be
fixed on 29, 1878. On the following Mon¬
day I went to a colored entertainment
called 'The Fool's Revenge.' It was very
fine. I then went to have my watch fixed,
:nd was using papa's while mine was
way. On the following Saturday I went
o the dentist's at 9:30, being in May,
.878. On September 12. 1878, I went in
ousiness with my brdther-ln-law, but was
soon down sick for a week, until the
16th of September. The reaction was too
,'reat for me to go so violent into the

jt iayground in the business of life, but
yit what once endured cannot be ob-
sci red, and to-day I am one of the lead¬
ing men in the newspaper kingdom."

It seems to me that a man who would
visit the Brunswick Hotel and witness a
sleeping beanty at the same time would
do well to keep it as quiet as possible,
otherwise it might be used against him
in the future. Still, the old adage af --

ward quoted, that "what is once en< i
cannot be obsquried," may come in., uiere;
which reminds me of tho n made
by a man ^-v <. day
Ir-- a tpm . j l»a. ^bt

ed to my at
at it might look ng

Peter to slay Paul," but it was all right.* *
*

The Postmaster at the place named be-
- low sends me a note of inquiry, which I
insert here in order to aid a good cause.
Should any reader of this page recall to
memory dear a man with a pair of mules
named Jen and Beck, about thirteen years
ago, or at present, and claiming to be a
bachelor (the man I mearti), will he write
to the address given, and thus throw
light on one who evidently is not a bache¬
lor at present or thirteefl years ago?
People whose business calls them into

society, where persons who like their
dram are most likely to be found, will
do well to remember Mr. Randolph and
keep an eye out for a pair of mules named
Jen and Beck, at present or thirteen years
ago.

Oct 9th 1895.
Mr Postmaster Wellington ills pleas in¬

form me. if yoii Know anything of a man
by the name of Randolph claiming to be
an old Bachelor living in your town or
coanty about 13 years ago or at present.
Randolph is a man that nster like his
Dram. About 13 years ago be owned a
pair of mules, their names were Jen and
Beck, resp yours Cassvill Barry Co M. S.
Randolph Aio.

A scared Postmaster and a new woman

got up quite an excitement in the little
town of Pokeberry Branch recently. The

master wanted to slip away and mash up
another panel of fence to kindle it again,
and also, he lacked about $8.75 of making
up the Government's share of the quarterly
receipts.

"Fill out one o' them applications,"
chucking the south end of a starch box
into the stove and going away to measure
out some kerosene and doxup a four-foot
candy cane, and getting tiie flavors a good
deal mixed.
"What day of the rr,onth is this, please?"

she asked the Postmaster as he went out
on the street to buy all that was mortal of
a pink shoat t'^at was cut V-shaped in the
neck.
"It's the tenth," he panted as he threw

his grev some burden on the scales and
brushed the cold leaf lard from his Spanish
1110^ whiskers.

i want to get this off early," she said,
buekoz it's an order for Christmas, and

I would feel like kicking you full of holes
if you disappointed Little Plantagenet of
his sled." «"
"Yes, ma'am," said the tired Postmaster,

putting the last drop of humidity he had
on a stamp for a little colored girl whose
father still thinks he has the right of
suffrage.
"Can you hustle this right through so

there wont be any delay, please?" she said,
looking at him earnestly and stabbing her
pen into the large Early Rose potato which
stood on the desk for that purpose, then
looking far away, like a woman who is
about to indorse a check on the wrong end.
"Well, I cud go along with it, of cose, ef

you wuz in a right much of a hurry; but
yit. it would cost mo' to do that," says the
Postmaster, beginning to cut up the cold
and pulseless clay of the hog and lay the
fragments on a large holiday display of
ladies' and childreu's line white goods.
"Don't get flossy, now," said she, turning

around and putting one foot on a keg of"
nails, so that her bicycle pants could defy
the police. "Don't you dare to jerk any
thraldom on me, or I'll give you some talk
with the bark 011 it. I want you to under¬
stand that I've been emancipated."
"Go 'way, now! When did that happen?"

says the P. M., winking at an old colored
gent who was worth $1,000 before the war.
"Never you mind when it happened," said

she, petulantly, reaching for, her handker¬
chief and pulling out by mistake a small
bicycle oil can and a little mammoth stom¬
ach pump for inflating a wheel when it has
that tired feeling. "If I don't hear from
this order by return mail there'll be a new
P. M. in here before the jonquils come

again, and that aint all, Birdie. I'll tell you
another thing, too. If you don't quit wip¬
ing your hands on the dome of your pants
I'll fix it so that you wont get to sell much
of that there pork. How do you^spell
hustle?"
"Yes; but I don't see what that's got tc

do with a money order," said the P. M.,
scratching his nose on a barrel full of
brooms, for his hands were lardy and hi»
nose itched powerful and scandalous.
The new woman looked over her work, at

last spelled hustle as she would "muscle,"
and smiled at something in the postscript
on the application which she had just writ¬
ten, and was about to mail, when the post¬
master returned to the department, wiped
his hands on a N w York Tribune, and
then reminded her that the thing she had
just toyed with was an application and then
he said: "Madam, if you'll excuse the pine
blankness of a rough old cuss that's berried
three women all better'n srQ">-r.^ef u a
damsite 'n what you be .'I'll say right he#*
that pore as I p.n^+to-day, I'd druther foller
my fourth womern to her grave than see
her a-V^ancipated as you call it."
She said that men with three or four dead

wives-most generally seemed opposed to
pro-gress, she'd noticed, and then she got
her P. O. money order for $1.98, called the
dog, put her two coppers into her purse, the
purse into the portmonie, the portmonie
into the haversack, the haversack into the
hand bag. slung it over her shoulder, pulled
her wheel out into the street, one lee
hung in the zenith for a moment as she be¬
strode the machine, there was a fluttering
flit of leather leggins pumping like every¬
thing, a frightened team or two, the cries
of the wounded, the untroubled peace of
.Jhe dead.and she was gone.
That evening she came again to the post

office to see if the package had come from
Hilton, Hughes & Co., but the cold, calm
face of the postmaster nnd the sudden recol¬
lection that it requires a week to send a
letter from Pokeberry Branch Post Office to
New York and secure an answer decided
her to ask the postmaster if he had any
upright pianos suitable for Christmas pres¬
ents and then to go on.
For three weeks the new woman clamored

for her Hilton, Hughes & Co. package, and
then Plantagenet came and abused the post¬
master also.
Finally, in answer to a letter sent to the

Postmaster-General, a special agent came
to Pokeberry Branch P. O. and asked /foV
the new woman. t
He told her that it was a solemn thing

to charge a poor postmaster with appro¬
priating her money. What .proof had she?
"Proof!" she snorted, as she laughed in

her sleeve till it was most full, "I have his
rec't," said she, "and the money never got
to New York."
"Let me see the receipt." She pulled it

from a little purse that she took from a
portmonie which stye took from a little
haversack which Was contained in a little
hand bag.

"Dived into her

Tost Office sold to the lady a money
order payable in New York City.She had a I i rt 1e black haversack
inside a small handbag, and inside of
the little haversack was a purse containing
a one-dollar bill and a cunning little chate¬
laine watch, which could run a week be¬
tween breakfast and lunch without getting
out of breath.
"How much are your charges?" she said,

opening up her valises like a surgeon goingdown ;iftcr a case of appendicitis.
"Well, that will depend on the size of

th£ order, madam," said the anxious Post¬
master, for he was in a hurry and had his
Quarterly statement to make to the Gov¬
ernment. and two or three were waiting to
get their Christmas packages, to see how
near they sized up in value with»those sent
in exchange for same.
.he tire also was going out, and the Post*

valise like a surgeon after a case
(Drawn for the Journal hy E. W. Keoible.)
"Sorue would of tore up the receipt, but I

did not. When I deal with a man that's
got a cemetery full of hump-shouldered
wives, deformed by their burden of thral¬
dom, I jing, I keep the receipt. We live
not in the Dark Ages, but in the bright, fin
lie turbcle of advanced thought, I jing."
"But. madam," said the special agent,

"this is not a receipt. It's the. money order
itself. Send it, to Hilton. Hughes & Co. and
Flantagenet. shall have his toy. Good even¬
ing. I have just time to catch a bull team
for Biltmore if I ran 28 miles. Good even¬
ing.
And he was gone down the red clay road,

hitting only the high places every little
while with a glad cry as he ran.

BILL NYE.
(Copyright, 1896, Edgar V. Nyc.)

of appendicitis."
«

ent exigencies what-for a scheme would it
be for me to get an outfit of books, day
books, week books, ledgers .an' the rest of
the layout, an' let this yere girl keep 'em
a whole lot? I throws out this as a sug-
gestion.'
" '1 aint meaniu' nothin' against Burns's

suggestion,' says Texas Thompson, 'but in
my opinion this camp aTnt ripe for keepin'
books as yet. Things like that have to be
lived up to by degrees. I've knowed a heap
of trouble come from keepin' books, an' as
long as we've a peaceful camp let's keep it
that away.'
." 'That settles it,' says Burns; 'tliar's
enough said an' I don't keep no books.'
" 'You alls present here knows me,' says

Cherokee Hall, who, as I says previous,
is turnin' faro in the Red Light, 'an' most
of you has met me frequent in a business
way. Thar's my game goln' every night

Jt?^ postl?umus flss^ks
of Old /T\ai? U/il^9S.

* O; I don't reckon I ever cuts the
trail of this yere Wilson you

* " mention once. If I does, the
fact's done pulled its picket pin an'

strayed from my recollection," observed the

old cattleman, "but speakin' of Wilson puts
me in mind of Wllkins."
"What about Wllkins?" I asked. "Any

story with him?"
"Nothin' thrilling," answered the old

gentleman, "nothin' you'd stay up nights
to hear, I don't reckon. It's Wilkins's
daughter who is the only redeemin' thing
about the old Cimmarron; an' it's a heap
likely right now it's her I remembers about
instead of him.
"Not at all," he continued. "I don t

mind onfoldin' as to Wilkins,_ nor yet of
an' concernin' his daughter. You see, this
Wilkins is herdiii' 'round Wolfville when
I first trails in. I never does know where
he hails from. I don't reckon, though, that
he ever does grade no ways high, an' at
the crisis I'm mentionin' his speshui play
is gettin' drunk mostly, an' not aliowin'
to hurt himse'f none with work.
" 'Workin' with your fins,' says this Wil¬

kins, 'is low an' onendoorln' to a gent with
pride to wound. It ain't no use neither.
I knows folks as works an' folks as don't,
an' you can't tell one from which. They
gets along entirely similar.'
" 'But how you goin' to live?" says Dave

Tutt. when he makes this remark once,
an' who is fussin' with Wilkins for bein'
so ridiculous and shiftless.
" -That's all right about my living' says

Wilkins; 'don't you all pass no restless
nights on my account. Go read your
Scriptures; read that bluff about feedin'
the young ravens an' sparrers. Well, that's
me this trip. I'm goin' to rap for a show¬
down on them promises an' see what's
in 'em.'
"This Wilkins liyes in a wickieup out on

the aidge of town, an' a girl, which she's
his daughter, about nineteen years old,
keeps camp for him. No one knows her
well. She stays on her reservation mighty
close, an' never seems to show up in town
much. I notices her in the New York Store
once, buyin' some salt hoss, an' she aint no
dream of loveliness, neither, as to looks.
"Her face makes her feel she's good peo¬

ple, though, with her big, soft eyes. They
has a tired, broke-down look, like somehow
she's been packed more'n she can carry,
an' has two or three notions about layin'
down with the load.

"It's mebby two weeks after Cherokee
Hall plugs the man from lied Dog:, one day
when we're all in the Red- Light takin' our
forty drops, Sam Enrigh't brings up this
subject of Wilkins.
" 'It lias been a question with me,' he

says, 'how this old shorthorn and his girl
manages for to make out, an' while I care
none whatever for Wilkins, i aint 110
credit to a live camp like this 1 ) permit a

young female to suffer, an' I pai es here to
"add it aint goin' to be so no 1 .ore. Yes¬
terday, aliowin' to bushwhack -ome truth
about 'em, I waits till I sees old Wilkins
start over to the corral, and t'hen I goes
projectin' 'round for the facts. I works J*
¦plenty cunnin', an' sorter happens up to
the old man's tepee. I calls the girl out
an' puts it up I wants to s/>.a her paw a

heap on some business.
" 'I wants to meet him spechul,' I says.
" 'Well, he aint.Jiere now,' says the girl,

'so whatever'l you do?'
.' 'I don't r '<on you could prance 'round

some an* fin dm for me, could you, miss?'
\.says. /
" 'So girl,' continues Enright, 'which

hex na is Susan, she says, puts on her
shai c an' goes stampedin' off, an' while
she's gone I Injuns and spies 'round a
whole lot, an' comin' down to the turn,
Wilkins and that girl aint got a blamed
thing to eat. The question now is, what
action loes Wolfvflle take at a juncture
sech as ihis?'
" 'What's the matter with takin' up a do¬

nation like they does for a preacher an'
give it to the girl?' says Dan Boggs.

" 'You couldn't open your game that
away, nohow,' says Doc Peets. 'That's all
accorc.in' to Hoyle for sky pilots and mis¬
sionary people, but a young female a-holdin'
of herse'f high would refoos your money.
There's nothin' ketches me like a female of
my species in distress, an' I minds offerin'
to stake a lady who's lost her money some¬
how back in St. Louis once. This yere
female was strange to me entire, but if
she'd knowed me from 'way back she
couldn't a-blazed up more frightful. The
minute I pulls my money 011 her, she goes
cavortin' off too hostile to talk. It takes
me ten minutes to get her back to the
agency to hear me apologize, an' even then
she jest glares an' snorts like she's liable
to stampede again. No, you don't want to
try an' give this girl no money. What we
needs is to hunt up something for her to
work at an' pay her for it.'
" 'The Doc's right,' says Enright; 'an' the

thing is to find something for this yere lady
to do. Apy member with a notion on the
subject can't speak too quick.'
" 'No gent need take liiy remarks as per¬

sonal,' says Burns, who runs the Red Light,
'as nothin' invidious is intended, but I rises
to say that a heap of my business is on
credit. A man comes in free an' sociable,
names his sozodont and gets it. If he pays
cash, all right; if he wants credit, all right.
"You names your day to drink an' you
names your day to pay" is my motto, as
you all knows. This bein' troo, under pres-

; <hY/ \\

By "Dan" Quinn.
reg'lar. Thar's nothin' tin horn about it.
It aint no skin game neither. Any gent
with doubts can step acr< ss the street an'
test my box, which he'll find sittin' all
comfortable on the layout awaitin' his con¬
venience. It aint been usual for me to
blow my own bazoo to any extent, an' I
only does it now as bein' preliminary to
the statement that my game aint no dead
fall, an' is one as a respectable an' vir-
chus female could set in on with perfect
safetitood to her reputation. This yere
lady in question needs light, reg'lar employ¬
ment, an' I lets it fly that if she wants
in on any soch deal I'll pay her $50 a week
to hold down the chair as lookout for my
game.'

" 'Cherokee's offer is all right,' says En-
right; 'it's good talk from a square man.
Women, however, is partic'lar, an' like
bosses, they shies at a heap of things thai
aint no danger in. You sees a woman don't
reason nothin', she jest feels, an' mighty
likely this young person is loaded to the
guard with notions agin gamblin' an' sech
as would send her flyin' at the bare men¬
tion. The fact is, I thinks of something
similar, but has to give it up. I aggers,
first dash out the box, that a safe, easy
trail to high ground is to give her a table
an' let her deal a little 'stud' for the boys.
This yere wouldn't be no risk, an' is a
shore thing for nine or ten dollars a night.
Bein' a benevolence, I know the boys would
set in mighty free, an' the trouble would
safetihood to her reputation. This yere
in my mind I taps lfer gently about oui
various games when I calls for her paw;
an', to tell the truth, she takes it reluc¬
tant an' disgusted at the mere* idee. Of
course, we has to stand these things from

cripples all down alongside of the door
an' begins to sob.
"Thar aint. no use denyin' it, Miss,'

says Enright, 'your paw struck in on the
big trail, where the hoof prints all p'ints
one way. But don' take it too hard, Miss,
thar aiut a man of us don't give you
sympathy. What you dd now is to stay
right yere an' the canjp'll tend to the
funeral an' get it up right an' jest as you
say; you bein' mourner-in-chief. You can
trust us for the proper pluug; since we
buries Jack King obsequies is our long
suit."
"The little woman struggles through

somehow, an' has her nerve with her.
The funeral you bet is right. We ropes
in a preacher, this time belongin* to some
deep-water outfit over in Tucson. He
somehow gets strayed, an' happens along
our way square on the call; an' he jumps
in an' gives tliem ceremonies a scientific
whirl as aint possible nohow to amateurs.
All 'round we couldn't put 011 more dog if
we'd been platin' Enright; all, of course,
on the iittle girl's account. Next day the
outfit goes over to see her to find out
whatever she allows to do.
" 'You see, Miss,' says Enright, 'anytiling

you say goes. Not waitin' to learn its
name even, I'm directed to say as how the
camp backs your play an' makes everything
good.'

" 'I'm allowin' to go to the States,' says
the girl, 'an' I'm obliged to you.'
" 'We was hopin',' says Enright, 'as how

you'd stay here. We sorter figgers you'd
teach us a school or something. Of course,
thar aint no papooses here yet, but as a

forced play we arranges to borrow a small
herd from Tombstone, an' can do it, too,
easy. Theu, ag'in, a night school would

"That settles it

women, so we might as well p'int up some
other way, an' no time lost.'
" 'Don't you all reckon for to make a

speshul rake on all poker goin', same as
abotit that Yaller House gent, might be an
ondefeasible way to get at the neck of this
business?' says Dave Tutt. 'I merely asks
It as a question.'
" 'That wouldn't do,' says Doc Peets,

'but anyhow here comes Wllkins now, an'
If, as Enrlght says, they're out of chuck
up his way, something ought to be done at
once, an' I guess I'll jest lose a small bet
to the old shorthonn until such time as we

devises some scheme all reg'lar.'
" 'Hello, Wllkins,' says Doc. mighty gay

and genial; 'how's things stackln' up?'
" 'Mighty onery,' says Wilkins.
" 'Feel like makin' a little bet this a.

m.?' says Doc.
" 'What do you all want to bet at?"

says Wilkinsj
" 'Oh,' says Doc, 'I'm feelin' a heap care¬

less about what I do bet at. S'pose I goes
you $10 worth of grub the Lordsburg
buckboard don't show up none to-day?"
" !If I had $10, I'd about call you a lot

on that,' says Wilkins. 'but I'm a poor
cuss an' aint got no $10, an' what's the
use? None of you alls aint got no Red
Light whiskey chips you aint usln', be you?
S'pose .you all look in your bags an' sees.

I'm needin' of a drink mighty bad.'
"The man looks some queer about the

eyes an' more'n usual shaky, so we gives
him a big drink, an' he sorter braces up.
" 'I'll back Wilkins's end of that bet you

offers, Doc,' says Tutt, 'so consider it
made, will you?'
" 'You are offerin' to bet grub,' says the

old man, powerful peevish and fretful.
'What for do you want to bet grub?
Why don't you bet money, so I gets what
I wants with it? It's my money when I
wins. Mebby I don't want no grub.
Mebby I wants clothes, tobacco or whis¬
key. You aint no sport, Doc, to go for to
tie up a bet with a string like that.
Gimme another drink, some one? I'm
most dyin' for some.'
"The old man 'pears like he's mighty

sick that away, so thar's nothin' for it
but to give him another hooker, which
we does accordin'.'
" 'I'm feelin' like I was Stot hard by

something,' he says,.' an' I don't like for
to go home till I'm better, and scare Sue.
I reckon I'll sorter camp down on this
monte table for an hour till I comes
round.'
"So Wilkins curls up on the table an'

no one notices him for about twenty
minutes, when along comes rattliu' up
the Lordsburg mail.

" 'You wins the betT Wilkins,' says
Peets. 'Come over to the New York
Store and cut out your stuff.'
"The old man acts like he don't hear,

so Doc shakes him up some. No use;
that aint no get up in him.

" 'Looks like he's gone to sleep for
good,' says Doc.
"Then he walks round him, shakes him

an' takes a look at his eyes, a openin' it
with his tinger. Finally he stands back,
sticks his thumbs in his belt au' whistles
surprised like. . ,

"'What's up?' says Cherokee Hall. 'He
aint tryin' to work us for another drink,
I hopes?'
*" 'Well, this is a deal.' says Doc. "Aint
no humbug, neither. Gents, I'm blessed
if this yere old prairie dog aint shorely
up an' died.'
"We all conies up and takes a look at

him, an' Doc has called the turn. Shore
enough, there the old man lay, too dead
to skin.
" 'This is a boss on us, an' no doubt

about it.' says Enright. 'I aint worryln'
for Wilkins. as he most likely is ahead
on the deal; but what gets me is how to
break the news to this yere maiden. It's
goin' to be a mighty hair-line play. I
reckons. Doc, you an' me Better see to it
ourselves. *

"So they goes over to Wilkins' wHckeyup
an' calls the young girl out, an' Enrlght
begins tellin' her mighty soft an* good
as how her paw is took back down to the
Red Light, but the girl seems to get it as'
right as if she sets picket for It a month.
" 'He's dead,' she says; an' then she

/' says Cherokee Hall; "I kisses
catch us right; say one night a week.
Thar's a heap of ignorant men in this yere
camp as needs a night school bad. It
would pan for $50 a week, Miss, an' you
thinks of it..'
"No, the pore girl couldn't think of It

nohow.
" 'Of course, Miss,' says Enright, 'we

aint expectln' you to open this yere acad¬
emy the first card off the deck. You nach-
eral needs time to line up your affairs, an'
am likewise wrung with grief. You takes
your leesure as to that; meanwhile, of
course, your pay goes 011 from now.'
"But the girl couldn't listen. Her paw

had died, an' now she was due in the
States. She says things is all right thar.
Sbe has friends as her paw never likes,
but who's friends of hers all the same.
She'll go to them.
" 'Well. Miss,' says Enright, mighty re¬

gretful, 'if that's jiow it lays I reckons
you'll go, so thar's notliln' for us to do but
settle up an' pay you some dust we owes

your paw. He bein' gone, of course, you
represents.'
"The girl couldn't see how any one owes

her paw, "cause he's been too sick to
work,' she says.
" 'We owes him, all the same,' says En¬

right, mighty brief an' ferocious. 'We on-
derstands well enough how we comes to
owe him, don't we, Doc?'

" 'You bet your life we do,' says Doc,
plenty prompt an' cheerful; 'we owes it for
his nailin' them hossthiefs when they trys
to clean out the corral.'
" 'That's it,' says Enright, 'for ketchln'

of some rustlers as lays for our stock. It's
all right, Miss, you needn't look so doubt-1
ful. You wouldn't if you knows this camp.
It's the last outfit on earth as would go an'
giv^ money to people. It's a good, straight
camp, Wolfville is, but business is business,
an' ft aint givin' nothin' away, be we, Doc?'
" 'Not much,' says Doc. 'It's enough for

people to pay their debts, without stam-
pedin' 'round givin' things away.' )

" 'That's whatever.' says Enright; 'so,
Miss, me an' Doc '11 vamos over to the
Red Light an' get the dust, an' I reckons
we'll be back in an hour. I s'pose we owes
Mr. Wilkins about $500, don't we, Doc?'

" 'Taint so much,' says Doc mighty
guileful, as he sees the girl atthin' for
another buck, so he pulls out a paper an'
makes a bluff. 'Here it is, $493.74. I puts
it down all ackerate, 'cause I don't allow
no one to come 'round an' beat me none.'
"We all comes- 'round an' makes up the

pot to come up to Doc's flgger (which I
wants to say right here Doc Peets is the
best edicated man I ever sees), an' the girl
has to take it.
"Of course, this money lets her out

right, an' she cries an' thanks us, an' the
next day she takes the stage for Tucson.
We're all thar to say good-by an' wish the
girl luck.
" 'Adios,' says Peets, takin' off his hat

to her, "it aint down on the bills, but if
you could manage to kiss this yere outfit
once apiece, Miss, it would be regarded.
You needn't be afraid none. Some of 'em
looks a little off, but they're all right, an'
b'ar huggin' is barred.'
"So the litle girl begins with Enright an'

kisses us all, a-sobbin' meantime some free.
As the affection proceeds Cherokee hangs
back an' allows he'll pass.
" 'Not any pass,' says Enright. 'Any man

who throws off on kissin' that thar girl,
she willin', needn't look for any luck but
lynchin'.'
" 'That settles It,' says Cherokee, 'I kisses

this yere lady.'
"So he ups an' kisses the girl sorter

hasty, like she's a hot flatiron, an' backs
into the crowd.
" 'Cherokee makes me weary,' says Peets,

who's ridin' herd on the play. When it
conies his turn he kisses her slow an' rap¬
turous, an' then looks contemptuous at
Cherokee.
"When she's in the stage a-startin', Cher¬

okee walks up, all respectful.
" 'You've been away from the States

some time. Miss.' he says, 'an' it's Sbme
possible you won't find things the way
you expects. Now, you remember, shore,
whatever game's bein' turned back thar,
if it goes ag'in you, raise the long yell for
a sharp called Cherokee Hall, an' his
bank's yours to go behind your play.' "

(Copyright, 18U5, by Alice E. Lewis.)

THERE is that about the sounding
of the drum that is unlike any
other music in the world.

How it sets the heart to throbbing and
the blood to coursing through the veins
as it falls upon the ear. What scenes has
its beating been the prelude to, and what
sights have men seen within the sound of
its rollings!
In its music there is something that

sweeps away the sluggishness of life and
gives instead a feeling that is akin to the
drunkenness of wine. No matter whether
it be the long roll, beating alarm as it is
beaten by startled drummers in the niitht,
or the softer snare beats, when the snares

are muffled and men march with arms re¬

versed, thinking of the comrade who ha*
left, the ranks forever, it is the same.

Every one at some time in life has felt
within him start something in sympathy
with its beating. If one has ever heard it
in the furious beating of the rally, when
ranks are broken and regiments are fading
away under lire, it -is something to remem¬

ber forever.
What matters It if, as musicians say,

its music is barbarous.so barbarous that
it has but one note? After all, it is the
music of the soldier, whether it comes

from the metal kettle drums, glittering as

of tripe Dru/ry.
By BUCKEY O'NEIL.
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this yere lady."
they swing in the sun at the head of close
columns of helmeted men, or if it comes

from tom-toms beaten in tepees amid the
cold snows and darkened days of, Northern
Winters, or amid cacti-covered sands of
deserts, glowing with the fierce heat of
Summer suns? Soldiers and warriors all,
and, be they red or white, not one will die
the less bravely for the dreams that his
drummers and their drums have conjured
up. v
The glory of the drum is passing away.

Of all our regiments to-day but the First
Infantry retains a drum corps as its field
music.
.After a thousand years' service as the
most warlike instrument in the armies of
Europe and America, it must now take a

Secondary place, and with it will soon go
the bayonet and the sword, those heroic
relics of the days when soldiers looked
into one another's eyes before firing and
men reached out from the ranks to catch
their foemen by the beards, to drag them
closer, that they might the more easily
cut their throats.

It was not so, though, tfith the drum in
1861, when the sounds of reveille broke
through the stillness of the Arizona mid¬
summer morning at Fort Buchanan. The
first glimmer of the long June day could
hardly be noticed in the morning air, so
cool and fresh after the night spent In the
hot, close baracks. Already, though, the
oflicers of the post gathered In groups on

the parade ground, preparing as if for a

march, while the Adjutant and officer of
the day darted here and there, as if to see

if all were in readiness.
The drums ceased to beat, and the drum¬

mers, save the one on duty as the drummer
of the guard, disappeared among the men.
One crossed the parade ground to the line
of adobe buildings. He was hardly twenty,
young and handsome, his eyes sparkling
with e-xcitement and animation. As he ap¬
proached one of the buildings a woman

came to the door with a child in her arms.
an Indian woman, and, young as he was,
she was still younger, hardly more than a

girl, as the drummer was hardly more
than a boy. He placed an arm around her
and drew her, with the child, into the
room and pointed out tbe different articles
that were in it, as if he were trying to
tell her that they were hers. He gathered
in his arms the blankets from the bed and
passed out of the room, leading the girl
by the hand. He then placed them under
a near mesquite tree and seated her upon
them. As he did so he spoke to her, half
in Spanish, half in English, telling her
that he must leave, that he could not help
it, for the "nantan".the Colonel.had or¬

dered it. He will come back to her some

time. Until then she could take all he
has taken from the house to live on. He
almost grew angry when she asked him
to let her go with him. Again and again
she asked him, in her soft broken Spanish
and English, as if fearful that she could
not make him understand what she
wanted.
She watched him in a pleading, !»tiful

way. She couldn't understand it. All

night she had lain awake thinking. Since
the little squad of dust-covered soldiers
had ridden '-nto the post the day before,

all had been excitement and stir. Al!
night long, as she had lain awake, she
had heard wagons being loaded and men
moving about as if preparing for a long
march. %
."Don't you understand. Si-ana?" said the

boy, as if in answer to her pleading looks.
"We are going to war. We are going to
leaVe here to fight. In the land where we
come from is war, and the men whom you
saw yesterday brought orders to the Colo¬
nel to burn everything here and to march
to New Mexico to fight the rebels."
"Why must you fight?"
"I can't tell you why. We have just got

to go, that's all, for the Colonel's got th<
orders, so you see I can't stay with you,
Si-ana," as if to give to her the comfort
of knowing that it was not his wish that
they were parting.
"No! no! no!" replied the girl, as if even

the thought of his remaining after his
comrades had gone frightened her. "For
when the soldiers are gone my people
would kill you!"
"And, besides," that would be desertion,"

said the boy, "and the Colonel would shoot
oe for it."

"Si, si, si, querido moi" ("Yes, yes, yes,
dearest,") she replied, in Spanish, as she
began to sway back and forth, wihch
touched the boy more than anything she
had said. He had seen the swaying to and
fro only among the Indian women when
mourning for their dead.
A sergeant, with a squad of men, ap¬

proached, and applied a torch to the dry
tule roof, which in an instant blazed with
a fierce fire.
"And this burning means that none of

you will ever come back." For the first
time her voice trembled and her eyes filled
with tears. "Let me go with you, no mat¬
ter if I die to-morrow! Let me go with
you until I drop! No one will know it, no
one will see it!"

'I can't, Si-ana. You must stay here. You
will be all right with your own people."
But the girl only shook her head as her
body swayed to and fro.
She was only an Indian. Hardly more

than a year since she had left a husband
among her own people to live with him,
and when after a short time her tribe had
eone on the warpath, she had refused to
rejoin them for his sake, and because of
her usefulness as an interpreter and go-
between with the hostiles she had been al¬
lowed to live with him.
The boy hardly knew how to bid her

cood-bv, for in his heart he knew that it
would be forever. As he thus stood in si¬
lence looking down on her, the drummer 3
call, beaten by the drummer of the guard,
came from the parade ground, and seizing
his drum and sticks he bent over the £ll'»
and raising her head he kissed her aim
then the child, aud ran rapidly to take his
ulace in the ranks of the drum corps.
He had hardly joined them when the

men fell into line, each like a machine as
he answered his name and came from a

support arms to a carry, and then to an
order. The row of houses still buined,
while around the parade ground the sut¬
ler's store, the guard house and officers
quarters, and even the hospital, were .all
in flames. An officer, accompanied by the
ordnance sergeant, returned from splk!"g
the two cannon that to be left *
hind. The long line of wagons tilled U.i
ammunition and stores stretched out tow¬
ard the east, with drivers waiting for the
orders that would set their wheels in mo¬
tion. The Adjutant faced the Colonel:
"Sir, the battalion is formed!"
"Bv fours, right wheel, march!"
The drum beat, aud through the dusty

road the column wound its way, climbing
the steep mountain sides that sloped down
to the abandoned post. The long march
eastward was begun. As the regiment
reached the higher summits the men turned
to look back at their old quarters that,
now that the fire had burned down, looked
like dark silhouettes against the gray dust
of the plains below.
One of the officers who had a field glasa

passed it to another, remarking: "The In¬
dians are already In the post. They will
have a great time gathering up what we
have left."
So they were. Hardly had the troops left

the post before the Indians, whose keen
eves since early morning had noted the
burning of buildings and departure of the
soldiers, crept cautiously closer and closer
to the post to see If all were gone. One by
one the more courageous entered. Then af¬
ter them trooped the entire tribe. They
looked Into the burned buildings and soughtgreedily for whatever they could find that
the fire had not consumed. They crowded
everywhere, each anxious to be the first in
the search for what the soldiers had aban¬doned. Suddenly one saw the girl, sur¬
rounded by blankets and household goods,
seated under a mesquite tree. A shout, and
in a moment she was surrounded. She did
not move, but looked gloomily down at the
child at her breast. Out of the crowd of
Indians stepped one, a man, and spoke to
her, calling her by name in the Indian
tongue. She did not heed him. Reachingdown, he caught her by the hair, and, pull¬ing her face back, looked into it. Her eye-lias dropped and she tried to bend her head
toward the child, as If trying to shut out
the face above her.the face of the husband
who a year ago she had abandoned for an¬
other. The man, reaching down, grasped her
reboso, and, tearing it away, looked at the
child, who, in alarm, began to cry. Then
he turned and harangued the crowd. It was
an appeal to the old law of the tribe bywhicii a woman guilty of adultery shouldbe stoned to death.a law of the Papagoes. .She knew the law, because It was one of the
oldest.so old that the oldest men said thattheir fathers could not remember when it
did not exist. The child had grown quiet,and the man for whom she would have once
given her life ceased to talk. She wds con¬
scious that some kind of decision had been
rendered by her klnspeople who stood abouther.
An old man approached, and taking herby the arm, led her toward the paradeground. Far off on the hillside she couldstill see. the dust that marked the marchof the soldiers. As she walked toward theparade ground every one followed, and shenoticed that all, even the children, gath¬ered up stones as they went. She turned

to the old man. whom she had known as
long as she could remember, and, callinghim by name, besought him to tell her if
she was to die. His dark, stern face gave
no reply. Unheedingly, he placed her in
front of the multitude and stepping back
leaving her standing alone facing the
dark-faced men and women.
Before she could speak a stone flewtoward her and hit the child la her arms.

Turning, she started to run toward the
mountains, where still could be seen the.
cloud of dust raised by the marching men.
A few steps and a stone struck her 011 the
head. She stopped as if stunned and thou,
more like an automaton than a human be¬
ing, stunned and bleeding, she sprang for¬
ward, as if striving to save the child. An¬
other stone struck her, and another, and she
sank to her knees. The child fell to the
ground in front of her. From her head,
shoulders aud face the blood flowed, and
her eyes were dazed like those of one who
has received a death blow, hut sti.. sne
struggled to reach the child, as if to cover
it with her body. The yelling crowd was
close behind, and from it sprang a man,
who running in front of all, came within
a few vards of the crouching, trembling
ficure and threw a stone directly at her.
It crushed her skull with a sound so loud
that it could be heard above the panting
crowd and the crouching form fell face
downward In the dust. I11 iji few moments
nothing was to be seen bt»t a mound of
stones, from under which, in inniij
streams, blood trickled through the dust.
Out of the clouds of dust 011 the moun¬

tain sides, as if bidding farewell J^-ever t«
the plains below, came the beating
rolling of the drums.0.NHILU

(Copyright, 1806, Buckey O'Neil.)


